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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

DIVINATIONS 

Divinations and Creation, by Horace Holley. Mitchell 

Kennerley. 

A delicate touch upon certain elusive human relations, 
certain subtleties of human psychology, has this young poet 
and dreamer. Our readers no doubt observed this over a 
year ago in the tragic narrative Crosspatch, here reprinted, 
through the storm of which emerge two characters of high 
but ruined nobility. But perhaps The Meeting, which gives 
a situation rather than a story, is even more intuitive. 

Rarely have I read a first book of poems so keen with 
spiritual passion. The poet feels more than he can say, per- 
haps, but the beauty he divines and dreams is joy ancf pain 
to him, emotion that makes life an almost impossible ecstasy. 

Then I fell 
I'pon the knees that are no more my knees, 
And with a voice that is no more my voice 
I cried a cry, the single thing I am, 
As one will cry whose house has fallen down 
For help to raise the ruin and go free. 
And like the cry I fled outside myself 
And died like echo on the farthest hill. 

If the poet's art fails him often, if we have turgid lines 
that seem to crush the fine ones, ■ we may reasonably hope 
for more assured control in his next book. Indeed, the worst 
failures — Ecstasy, for example — are among the Post-impres- 
sionist Poems written in 191 3. The later work shows finer 
taste and a more stript and clarified style. H. M. 
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